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his jaw set, knew this very beautiful woman had met one man whom she had failed to charm.
A few days later I met her again at the Grand Palais, which had been converted into a hive of workers teaching the poor mutilates of the War how to start life again maimed or blind. She hailed me sweetly and graciously and I could not suppress an admission to myself that her beauty made her seem an ideal queen. "What day can you and the President come to dinner with me?" she asked. I told her that unfortunately we neither lunched nor dined out, so she must excuse us. She insisted, and I firmly declined. "Then I will propose myself to lunch with you," she said. "You can't be so rude as to tell me not to come. Shall it be tomorrow?" "No," I said, "There is a long and important conference for my husband tomorrow; let us say the following day at one o'clock." "Good," she answered. "I will be there with my two girls, my sister, and one or two of my gentlemen."
This was unwelcome news to my husband, but he agreed it was not possible to refuse her. In addition to our household which included, besides ourselves, only Dr. Grayson and my secretary, Miss Benham, we had General Harts and two young aides for the young princesses.
It proved to be a beautiful spring day, and, while we waited for the Queen's arrival, the windows were open overlooking the little park opposite the house where some lilac bushes were in their first bloom. As usual, many things claimed my husband, but he had put them aside to be ready to join me at the door to welcome the Queen. We waited up in the drawing-room, from which we could see her car approach and have ample time to go down before she reached the entrance.
We were talking, and happy to be together, and did not notice the time until the big French clock on the mantel struck the first quarter of the hour. "Surely", I said, "that must be wrong. I told her one o'clock and that says a quarter past." My husband consulted his watch."Yes," he